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went to his study and took down a volume of the Encyclo-
paedia Britannica containing the word Poultry. He read
about Leghorns, Orpingtons, White Sussex, Bramaputras,
and was little the wiser. He remembered that if you drew
a chalk-line to the beak of a hen, the hen thought it was
tied up. He wished somebody would draw a chalk-line to
his beak. Was Foggartism a chalk-line ? A voice said :
" Tell Fleur I'm going to her aunt's."
fct Leaving us, sir ? "
" Yes, I'm not wanted."
What had happened ?
" You'll see her before you go, sir ? "
u No,1' said Soames.
Had somebody rubbed out the chalk-line to Old Forsyte's
nose ?
u Is there any money in poultry-farming, sir ? "
" There's no money in anything nowadays."
" And yet the Income Tax returns continue to rise.1'
u Yes," said Soames ;  " there's something wrong there."
u You don't think people make their incomes out more
than they are ? "
Soames blinked. Pessimistic though he felt at the
moment, he could not take quite that low view of human
nature.
" You'd better see that Fleur doesn't go about abasing
that red-haired baggage," he said. " She was born with
a silver spoon in her mouth; she thinks she can do what
she likes." And he shut Michael in again.
Silver spoon in her mouth!  How apropos / . . .
After putting her baby into its cot Fleur had gone to
the marqueterie bureau in the little sanctuary that would
have been called a boudoir in old days. She sat there
brooding. How could her father have made it all glar-